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make his way back to the Garinae and return with the papers
he would find on the top of the cupboard in the study. In
these papers were copies of the decrees passed in January by
the Senate to confirm all Caesar's dignity and to add more;
the decrees in which the Senate affirmed its loyalty by oath
and recited at length Caesar's services to the State. No one
could object if Antonius had those decrees read from the
Rostra. The wording was not his, but the Senate's. It was
the perfect way to escape from the responsibility of eulogising
Caesar before this dangerously roused mob. The mob would
be pleased by the high-sounding array of titles; they would
be enraged by having once more brought to their notice
the treason of the conspirators; yet the Senate could hardly
censure Antonius for having had its own unrepealed decrees
read aloud.

Antonius had been looking at the decrees as he sorted out
some of Caesar's papers before leaving the house. They had
passed out of his head, and then the inspiration had come
as he looked at Caesar's dead face.

But would the man get through in time? Antonius waited
with sinking heart.

The signal came for the procession to start. The magis-
trates raised the bier. Antonius strode out at their head. As
he emerged into the open, greeted by a stupendous shout from
the people, he felt something thrust into his hand. It was the
roll, offered by the sweating attendant. Grasping the papyrus
Antonius moved on with easy confidence, his handsome face
grave and imperious; and behind him came the body of
Caesar.

AFTER the shout there rose a low keening cry, sustained till
Clodia felt her ear-drums would break. It was a frightful
cry, more frightful than any shrieks could have been. Slowly
the bier passed on, rocking slightly at the ceremoniously
regular tread of the bearers* Flutes piped a shrill monotone;
and over the low tautening keen there came screams and
thin wails. Glodia was trembling. She felt as she had felt
deep at night in her Palatine house she had woken to
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